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At that time Mary Magdalen, and Mary the Mother
of James, and Salome bought sweet spices, that

coming they might annoint Jesus.
And very early in the morning, the first day of the
week, they come to the sepulchre, the sun being
now risen.
And they said one to another: Who shall roll us back

the stone from the door of the sepulchre?
And looking, they saw the stone rolled back. For
it was very great.
And entering into the sepulchre, they saw a young man
sitting on the right side, clothed with a white robe:
and they were astonished.
Who saith to them: Be not affrighted; you seek Jesus
of Nazareth, who was crucified: he is risen, he is

not here, behold the place where they laid him.
But go, tell his disciples and Peter that he goeth
before you into Galilee; there you shall see him,
as he told you.

Mark XVI, 1-7
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On and Off the Campus
by the Editors

@ We are in the Easter season,
the season of joy and triumph.
Lent with its longer prayers and
fasting is over, but we must not
lose the results of our lenten ob-

servance by throwing everything

liked what Tom said at the recep-

sions; she wanted to give herselt

tion in the Fieldhouse on the Sun-

completely to God. In 1887 she
and her sisters had an audience
with the Holy Father Leo XIII.
She requested him to send missionaries to the American Indians. The

day evening that the team returned, that it is better to go up to the
NIT every year, than to go up
there once and not to return again.

to the winds. We must still carry
our cross in the Easter time.
That means that we must do our
duty, our job in life, and for us
right now one of the big jobs is
to crack those books and study, to

prepare ourselves to be the leaders

that our parents and our Church
and our Country and our University expect us to be. There is no
time to stop. The forces of evil are
at large in the land and we must

do our part to fight them. We wish
all our readers the joys of this
blessed Eastertide.
*

*

*

It is edifying to drop in the
chapel and see with what fervor
students are there visiting our Lord
and reciting the rosary. The chapel

and the library are two good places
to visit. Students do not have to

spend all their free time in the
Union.

*

=

Pope replied: “Why not become a

=

Students in the division of edu-

cation may drop in the office of
their dean and ask for a pamphlet
called “The Family Book Shelf.”
It is a reading list for the twelve
grades. Under each book listed is
an explanation from three to seven
lines. It is a Confraternity publication printed by the St. Anthony

Guild Press of Paterson, N. J.
*

od

%

On March 8 Mother Katherine
Drexel, aged ninety-six, died at the
mother house of her community in

Cornwells Heights near Philadelphia. She was the foundress of the
Sisters of the Blessed Sacrament for

Indians and Colored People. In the
1880’s the Drexel family gave generous donations for the establishment and maintenance of missions
among the Indians. Katherine and
two of her sisters took burdensome

journeys to the Indian mission
=

*

&

“A growing volume of unwanted
lewd and obscene matter is being
sent through the mails and into
American homes and the Post Office Department is intensifying its
efforts to stop this offense against

decency,” said Postmaster General
Arthur E. Summerfield. Any one
getting such material in the mail
should take it to his local postmaster is the recommendation of
Mr. Summerfield.
*

&

fields where their contributions
brought new vitality to this particular phase of missionary work.
But

Katherine wanted to

do

more than give money to the misOOSDOOOSOOOOSOSOOOOOSCOOOOCOOOOS

Joyous
Easter

%

When you read this the NIT will
be a whole month past, but a word

proud of them and the glory that
they brought to the school. We

Page 2

Katherine returned home and in
1889 made a novitate with the Sisters of Mercy in Pittsburg, where
in 1891 she took her religious vows
and dedicated herself to the service of the Indian and Colored
races. In that same year she and
thirteen other sisters went to Philadelphia to lay the foundations of
her congregation. Today there are
over five hundred professed _sisters of the Blessed Sacrament

working in twenty-five dioceses
and teaching in forty-nine elementary schools, thirteen high schools
and Xavier University in New Orleans.
=

as

*

The Commission for Catholic
Missions among the Colored People and Indians gives the follow-

ing report for 1954. Of the fifteen
million Negroes in the United
States there are about 477,000
Catholics. More than 140,000 converts have been made in the last
decade. Of the 20,000 increase in
the Catholic Negro population last

year the Commission says that 10,053 were converts. Today there are
655 priests working in 468 Negro

parishes, aided by 1,800 nuns and
600 trained workers. In schools for
Negroes there are 79,234 pupils.
In this country there are 345,000
Indians and of this number 111,-

to OUYr

321 are Catholics. The Commis-

Readers

sion says there has been an increase of forty per cent Catholics
in the last twenty years. Laboring

of commendation is never too late.

We just want to say to Tom and
the boys that we are tremendously

missionary yourself, my child?”
This was the voice of Christ speaking through his vicar.

for the Indians are 175 priests in
ODODOOOOOOOOOOOOCOCOOCOOOOOOCOOD

(Turn to Page 21)
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The Lord is Risen
by William Johnson

@ Easter is a day of triumph for
our Lord. The days of the Passion
were days of terrible mental and
physical suffering. Witness Jesus
in the Garden where he was loaded down with the heavy weight of
the sins of men and hear his cry,
“My Father, if it be possible let
this chalice pass from me, Nevertheless not as I will, but as
thou wilt.” Then follow him to
the court of Pilate where he was
condemned to death and then up
the weary way of the cross to the

turn to him as good and faithful
servants who have eamed the
crown. And if we rise gloriously as

Christ did then our joy will be

tremendous. Our spiritualized body
will enter our glorified soul and

both will dwell in the presence of

God for all eternity. This reward
will be in proportion to the mortifications and labors that we have

been subjected to for the love of
Christ.

O soul of Jesus I love Thee and
adore Thee and I ask Thee to let
me have a part in the ineffable

top of Calvary where he was crucified and died for us.
All this is past now and Christ
rose gloriously from the tomb on
Easter Sunday morning. His body

which was capable of suffering is
now impassible, His body which
was mortal is now immortal, His

body which was earthly is now
spiritual, and His body which was
without glory, now shines as the
sun. His face emits a heavenly
radiance and his garments shine
like the new-fallen snow. The five
holy wounds, the remembrances of
His infinite love for us, are foun-

tains from which flow a celestial

glory, especially the wound in His
Sacred Heart.

Our resurrection from the dead
will resemble His Resurrection, if
we follow Him in the ways that
he has laid out for us. Our bodies
will also be incapable of suffering

anymore; they will be immortal,
spiritual and they will shine with
a brightness unknown in_ this
world. How foolish for us therefore not to take a long range view
of our life and remember that we

want to rise gloriously with Christ.
When we stand before the Risen
Christ in our glorified risen bodies
how we will be pleased that we
chose to obey His orders and fol-

fruits of Thy Resurrection. I rejoice
Illustration by Al Granato

the wounds which we endured for
the sake of Christ. He then will
be our reward exceedingly great.
O Jesus, of the children of men

the most beautiful, I rejoice with

because the time of Thy passion

and sufferings is over, and the day
of Thy glorious Resurrection is at

hand. QO Jesus sanctify my soul,
help my will, enlighten my mind,

purify my memory that I may

serve Thee faithfully.

all Christians on this Easter Sun-

The divinity of Christ was glorified by the Resurrection. For three

Heavenly Father who after the

Palestine

day over Thy glorified body’s exquisite beauty, and I thank the
abasement of Thy sacred humanity
in the Passion has so exalted Thee.
Give us the grace to behold Thy
glorified humanity forever in
heaven.

The soul of Jesus was filled with
a great joy when it was reunited
with His glorified body. In the
days of the Passion his soul suffered unspeakable humiliations and
anguish, but now on this Easter
morning because of His glorified
body He is filled with such exquis-

ite joy that He can cry out with
the Psalmist: “According to the
multitude of my sorrows in my

heart, thy comforts have given joy
to my soul.”

Imagine the joy that will be ours

years Jesus traversed the roads of
teaching

His

doctrine

and performing miracles that were
greater than those worked by the
prophets. During His passion he
was so maltreated and abused in

His humanity that even his dearest friends were weakened in their
faith. But on Easter Sunday His
Divinity is manifested and glorified because He rose from the

tomb by His own Divine power.

He conquered death and he filled
with fear and terror the guards

that watched at His tomb. Jesus

revealed the beauty of His Divinity in the glory that illuminates
His body, in the love with which
He gives blessings and consolations to His sorrowing friends.

O Jesus, my Redeemer, I adore

Thee as my Lord and God. I be-

on that last day if our souls are

lieve in Thee, because Thou art

united with a glorified body. That

truth itself and because Thou hast

low Him in the way of His cross.

is why God made us, that is why

sealed Thy divine teaching by Thy

How insignificant then will seem

we are living in this world, to serve

Resurrection. I hope in Thee who

the sufferings and trials and even

God here for a while and then re-

(Turn to Page 22)
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A Mistake
by Carlo Del Carlo

get one yet. Ithink maybe by next

@ A streetlight burned dimly
half a block away from a square of
light that was the door of the payroll office of the woolen mill. The
headlights of a car momentarily
cut through the gloom of Tenth
Street before they glided off into
a side alley. The night air was
heavy, and a lazy wind, exerting it-

Often, to Bob’s embarrassment,
the priests and sisters had pointed
him out as a superior student with
an excellent character. No one
could tell whether or not Bob had
blushed at these compliments. His
complexion, tanned by the summer
sun at the local swimming pools,
retained its bronze tone through-

self, tumbled some bits of paper

out the year and deceived every-

over the
cobblestoned_ street.
Across from the mill in the freight

“In the meantime I guess you'll
keep on takin’ your chick out on
the bus.”

“There’s the guard! Get your
hoods on and be ready when I
signal.”

one. Whatever gaiety he had in
his green eyes was curbed by dark,
thick brows. His general countenance was pleasing, but his
mouth was not. It was set in a
hard, straight line that seemed to
express a mixture of pain and
harshness.

Bob Carson obeyed Marty Kelton’s order. Together with his
three companions, Bob watched
the guard stroll leisurely down
Tenth Street, the pale, yellow light

Even though his parents did not
have very much money, Bob had
everything he needed. The fact
that he did all his traveling on foot
had never bothered him, that is,

“She turn you down on any dates
lately?”

yard shadows stirred nervously between two empty freight cars.

from the street lamp making his

until he had met Marty one eve-

uniform look a sickly grey. The
lazy wind was stirring itself, now
whipping the papers into the air
and flapping the guard’s pantslegs.

ning at “Joe’s Soda Spot.” That was

Bob shivered against the chilling
wind. Taller than any one of the
boys, he looked at them huddled
in the darkness. Suddenly he was
afraid. It was the cold wind or

pearance. Dressed in a smudgy
windbreaker and wrinkled levis
and slouched in the booth, Marty
looked strangely hollow. With a
show of importance, he inspected
his dirt-caked fingernails while
boasting to Bob about his “easy
living.”

maybe something else. Why had
he agreed to come with Marty and
his buddies? He had always got

into trouble playing hookey with

Marty from the public grammar
school. But things had changed
when he transferred to St. Mark’s
High and Marty went to the trade

school.

Bob’s interest in studies

and sports had grown at St. Mark's.

the first time in four years he had
a long talk with Marty and was

surprised at his attitude and ap-

“How about givin’ mea lift
home?” Marty had finally asked.
“My car’s in the garage . . . wrecked it again last week. Skidded on
a wet spot doin’ ninety.”
“Sorry, Marty. I don't have a

In his sophomore year he had

car.

ball team and promised to become
a valuable halfback. Then his fath-

“What? You? A big wheel with
no chariot? A car would give a
Student Council President some

made first string of the varsity foot-

er got sick. Bob had to give up
the team to work Saturdays and
weekdays after school. But he kept

up with his studies, maintaining a
place near the top of the honor

roll.

Page 4

class, don’t you think, Bob?”
Bob had felt ridiculous under

Marty’s questioning. He had tried
to act unconcerned.

“Probably, but I’m not ready to

SUPBIMICE Ss. <1

“Next summer?

Too far away.

What's the matter? .. . Not enough
dough to buy one now?”
Marty’s arrogance had made Bob
uneasy. “I... I think Ill wait till
next summer.”

“Sure, she doesn’t mind.”
“How do you know?
tell you?”
Wel.

She ever

a.

“Yes ... Last Saturday she said
she . . . Say, Marty, what is this?
What are you getting at?”
“This! She’s probably tired of
bus-ridin’ with you. [Ill bet she’s
got another Joe with a car.”

“No ... I don't think so.

I

don’t think Betty’s like that.”
Marty had let Bob think for a
while before saying anything more.
Then he offered, “You know, Bob,
I have a sort of a little club.
Whenever a member wants something, the club helps him get it.
Since we're old friends, my club
can help you get what you want.
How about it?”
“You mean steal a car?” Bob was
visibly disturbed. “No! No, that’s
out! Stealing’s out! . . . Besides,
stolen cars can be traced,” he added, trying to affect a nonchalance.
“That isn’t what I meant, Bob.”
Marty had leaned across the table

and said in a confidential whisper,
“We can help you get the money to
buy one.”
And that was why Bob had

agreed to come with Marty and

The Exponent

the boys. It had looked good ...

back at “Joe’s” it had looked like
the right thing to do. But now, he

blast sounded. Bob felt a_ hot,
burning pain twist through his left
shoulder. He cried out and stum-

just coulddn’t do it. Bob’s head

bled as Marty dashed ahead of

began to ache with a hundred
jumbled thoughts. The dull pounding of the guard’s footsteps gradually faded when he turned the

him. The policeman was getting
closer.

corner.
“O. K., let’s go,” Marty ordered.
It was too late to back out now,
he thought.
Four dark figures took form out
of the shadows and darted across
the freight yard toward the little
square of light. Marty opened the
door without a sound. Themoving
door startled a lone accountant. He
leaped out of his chair. Before he
could trip the alarm, one of the
black-hooded figures clubbed him
with an iron pipe. He slumped
over the desk and fell to the floor,
dragging a ledger book that clattered on the bare boards beside
him. Three hooded figures lifted

“Up! Get up and run,” he told
himself.
Bob desperately gathered himself to his feet and plunged out of
the alley onto Chestnut Street.
Perspiration was making the inside
of his hood sticky. He tore it off
and stumbled down the street.
Now his side ached, and the pain
in his shoulder grew agonizing.

“Can't run . . . anymore!”

Bob_

obeyed,

hurtling

himself

breathlessly down the gutted alley.
A nightmare! A mangled nightmare! Everything was happening
so fast. Close behind him he could

hear Marty’s crashing steps. His
head ached more and his thoughts
were a tangled confusion. Then,

from the end of the alley ...
“Stop! Stop, you two, or I'll shoot!”
Bob’s chest ached from breathing so hard. Faster! Run faster!
He was terrified. Something exploded through the alley. Faster,
faster! He forced his tired legs to
obey. Seconds later another loud
April, 1955

It was difficult for Bob to act
relaxed with that fierce pain tearing through his shoulder. Big drops
of sweat stood out on his forehead
and trickled down his face. His
shirt was sticking to his back, and
he could feel the warm wetness
spreading fast across it. He tried
to hide his shoulder in the shadow
of the pillar.

“Ah-huh. Well, I’m sorry, but
youll have to leave now. Time to
be locking up.”
“Be going in a minute,” Bob tugged nervously at his left arm.
“Something wrong, Bob?”
“No,” he replied, a touch of annoyance in his voice. He wanted

“Someone set off the alarm!”
came Marty's excited voice. “Come
on! Let’s scram before the cops
get here!”

you,” Marty called.

Praying for something special?”

visit.” Bob didn’t look at Father
McMann.

Suddenly, a_ horrible clanging
burst through the little office.

“Scatter, boys. Here .. . down
this alley, Bob. I’m right behind

feel good to see you here, Bob.

“No, Father Mac.. . not praying

while one watched.

Street .

“We don't have very many men
at Friday Devotions. It makes me

for anything special . . . just a

grey sacks from the open safe

A wailing siren on a patrol car
grew more shrill down Tenth

“Uh . .. Yes,” said Bob, halfkneeling, half-sitting, still panting
hard.

the young priest to go, yet he did-

Illustration by Dottie Foley

The dark form of St. Mark’s
loomed large before him. He
dragged himself into the vestibule
and on into the dimly-lighted
church. In a back pew he leaned
against a pillar, hugging his hurt
shoulder. What to do now? Everything in his mind seemed knotted
and he couldn't separate it. He was
startled by a black-cassockedfigure

that went past the pew.

Bob

recognized Father McMann, the
young assistant priest at St. Mark’s,
and moved deeper into the shadow
of the pillar. Father McMann

pulled shut a small stained glass
window, and on his way out, lean-

ed over Bob’s pew.

“I'm locking the church now,”
he whispered. “You'll . . . Is that

you, Bob Carson?”

nt want to be left alone in the
semi-darkness of the church. The
lingering smell of bumt candles
and incense made him feel nauseated. He slumped back into the
pew.
Gathering the folds of his cassock Father McMann sat down be-

side Bob and put his arm around
his shoulder.

Bob jerked

away,

and the priest’s hand brushed the
back of the pew. He glanced
thoughtfully at the sticky dark
smudge on his hand. Then he
looked hard at Bob’s face, contorted in the shadows.
“You're hurt, Bob.
happen?”

How did it

No sound came from Bob’s lowered head. He was too sick, too
tired, too confused to answer.
“Are you in trouble? . . . with the

police, maybe?”

(Turn to Page 21)
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The Crow

down well over a hundred birds
per shooting session. This angle
played on the crow’s craving for
various “foods.”

by Joe Kutter

Another trick used successfully

is to set up a stuffed owl or hawk
@ Although the common American crow doesn’t seem like much
of a topic for a composition,
enough could be said to fill a book.
However, I will not go into great
detail on our good friend but instead will touch on his general
characteristics, peculiarities and a
few personal experiences I enjoyed
as an unwanted visitor in his vast
woodland domain.

Many people mistake the starling, that purplish bird found
wheezing, squealing, and leaving
its personal deposits on any and
all convenient ledges in the business districts of most eastern and
mid-western cities, for the common
crow, but he is nearly three times
larger than the city-dwelling starling.
Our topic for discusion averages
sixteen inches from head to tail,
stands close to a foot high, wears

that of an intelligent parakeet.
When his mate has been killed he
will wail and sound much like a
bleating calf. He can stutter like
a machine gun and during captivity can be trained to talk, but
these are only sidelights compared
to his noted wariness and cunning.

Safety in numbers,

scattered

numbers that is, is the rule in the
woodland household of the crow.
This I have been taught time and

time again while trying to stalk one
of them individually. If he knows
suer while remaining concealed
himself. When he thinks his hunter is just a little close, usually with-

sometimes.

where he can easily watch his pur-

of grain but will snack on anything

Mr. and Mrs. Crow usually mate
in the very early spring and then

same trick with any bona fide stuffed owl with very pleasing results
These techniques guarantee the
greatest number of kills but to
make the hunt a sporting affair
carry a good varmint rifle mounting

a high-powered scope and stalk

from rotten eggs to young mice,
and is noted for his cunning and

on one sometime.

victim, yelling and diving at him
until they tire or the hawk flies to

another tree. They will attempt the

be found nearly everywhere on the
continent, diets on a main course

sharp vision. If you don’t believe

concerned gather around the poor

he is being hunted he will perch

a glossy coat of black feathers, can

that last statement try sneaking up

on a fencepost and wait behind a
blind. The crows hate the owl and
hawk because they kill and eat
their young, hence as revenge they
constantly heckle and harass them.
The crows won't close in and fight
with either, however. They hold a
healthy respect for the talons of
both. Instead they will raise an
awful squawk upon spotting one,
thereby bringing on all companions
within heckling distance. Then all

Illustration by Kay DeVol

in a hundred yards or so, away he
flies, sounding off in his raspy caw.
There are usually three or four

posted as observers although the

maybe again in mid-summer. Four
white eggs speckled with brown

hunter doesn’t realize it. If they
know they can get in closer with-

are laid in a large bulky nest built
of sticks and twigs and lined with
bark and horsehair. This nest is

out being seen they will try, not
uttering a sound till they feel that

found high up in the fork of a

they go, sounding off again.
Of course, there are various

they have been spotted; then off

the crow. There is a good deal of
pride and satisfaction in seeing a
crow drop from the top of a tree
nearly two hundred yards away.
The best time to hunt in such
fashion as this is in the early spring
in view of the fact that spring is
the mating season for most all wildlife, with the crow population being no exception, and while this is
going on some caution is sacrificed
to antics in keeping with the season, with results beneficial to the
hunter.
Also, after the eggs have hatch-

ed, the hen will become very bold

would dump loads of rotten eggs

and reckless in defense of her
young, should they be discovered.
This I found out the hard way. I
had gone out early in the season
and had spotted and memorized
the locations of new crows’ nests.
One I had singled out in particular because the tree where it was
located was the easiest to climb,
so every week or so I checked it.
The hen would fuss a little but do
nothing more —till the eggs were

people don’t know is that his range

at a convenient distance from his

hatched. Then the fun began. The

of vocabulary can be as large as

blind and then would proceed to

chicks must have been a month old

usually large and difficult tree to
climb. The chicks are generally

tricks and techniques employed in

ready to try their wings at about

hunting our ever notorious crow.

the same time that the mushrooms

These tricks play upon the likes,

come up. This may sound odd but
it is the way I remember what is
the best time to hunt the wary
“critter.”
Jim Crow’s trade mark is his raucous “caw caw,” but what most

Page 6

dislikes and curiosities of him, and
force him to meet the hunter on
his own terms. I read in a hunting and fishing magazine that

the owner of a chicken hatchery
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when mother crow and I had our
session. As I shinnied up the tree
she perched in a nearby maple and
squawked her head off, and when
I reached the nest she left her
perch, circled till she found a hole
in the tree tops and then dived
straight at me with wings whistling.
I slid down the tree much faster
than I had climbed it, believe me.
After the element of surprise wore
off I climbed back up and remained there for a while in spite of her
diving attacks. The whole technique was very interesting.

She

would come straight at me and
then swerve just when it would
seem that I was hit, missing me by
several feet. It was quite a novel
experience.

A crow will stick up for its
young, whether they be its own or
not. This brings up another tech-

nique, that of taking the young
from the nest and forcing them to
call for their parents. This usually
brings on the whole tribe with results to be imagined.

The crow call is also used by a
few experts here and there with
gratifying results. I tried one once.
When I first sounded off several
crows answered from somewhere
close so I called again, this time
with no response. My third call got
an answer, but from quite a distance, hence I figured they didn’t
like my brand of conversation, and
so much for the crow call.
My experiences with Jim Crow
have been many and varied over
the last several years. It all started
one February afternoon while I
was shooting down along the river.
Several crows were raising holy

Hanna so my curiosity told me to
take a look-see. Upon arrival no
crows were to be found. The whole
situation irked me somewhat and
I felt an urge toward revenge and
what could be a better, though
rather unwilling, victim than the
instigator of the affair, Mr. Crow?
That was the start of an obsession,
an obsession which lasted three
years off and on, and for that mat-

Cause for Our Joy
by William Sweeney

@ There is a nun living in Ber-

lin who escaped from her convent
in Soviet-held territory in a series

of happenings that would make

spy stories sound like pale stuff.

On three occasions she had a gun
aimed at her, and every time she
escaped death because, as she says,
“God is the master of death, and

it was not yet His time.” Safe in
Berlin, she collected the waifs of

the city, found them a home in a
bomb shelter, fed them and taught
them.
Two years ago the American oc-

cupational government brought her
to this country to study our educational system. In her journeyings
about the States she manifested a
remarkable sense of wonder and
appreciation for the country and
the people. She had lived through
horror and bombings, she had seen

her companions led away to slav-

ery and death, and she herself had
been sentenced to execution. She
knew from first-hand experience

the reality of the diabolical persecution of the Communists, but she

has lost none of her sense of joy
because God is her greatest reality.
A Jesuit, Father Aruppe, was
stationed in Hiroshima when the
atomic bomb hit that city. He used
his sleepless days and nights work-

ing desperately (he is also a doc-

tor) to save the injured, to alleviate their sufferings with inadequate
supplies, to administer the last sacraments to the dying and to bury

the dead. Two years ago when he
visited the United States he talked about the tragedy only when

asked to do so. He preferred to
talk about God’s love for men, a
reality more amazing

and

more

packed with power and energy to
him than nuclear fission.

hope. Cliff Edge, his wife’s story

of the same period, radiates stubborn trust and courage. Both books
are straightforward; they are narratives that are terrifyingly honest;

they do not water down the nightmarish angle of the experience.
The books are not bitter because
the authors are not bitter; they are
grateful for many things.
I cannot say if the stories about

Cardinal Mindzenty and Archbishop Stepinac converting their
guards are true or false, but if they
did they would be following the
pattern established by St. Sebastian and St. Paul and other holy
prisoners who found something to
do in a cell.
Go back to the year 200 and
travel down into the catacombs of
old Rome. Old and young are there. |
Their faith and their God have

been proscribed for two centuries
by government edict, and it will
be another one hundred years before the ban is removed by Con-

stantine. They do not know that,

naturally, but as far as they are
concerned it does not make any

difference. They will live danger-

ously their whole lives. In their
families are martyrs, aunts, cousins,

perhaps even a father or mother.
Not for a single day will they be
safe.
No doubt there were some in
that year 200 who wondered what
it was all about and why God let
his people burrow underground
like moles to pray to Him. They

must have been saddened by the
contemporary state of affairs in
which because of their religion
they were cut off from much of
life. But fortunately for us there

were many who passed on their
faith to us because they did not

ter I still enjoy the clean air of
the woods while pitting my skill

cent report of man’s descent into

allow the doubt of two hundred
years to gnaw at the fabric of their

against the

insanity in Cardboard Giants, but

hope and faith.

cunning

of the

big

black bird with the bad reputation.
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Paul Hackett wrote a magnifi-

the book ends ona note of joy and

(Turn to Page 22)
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The Appalachian Trail
by Jim Mauch
@ Do you crave for an exciting
and unusual out-door adventure?
Do you long to hike through virgin
forests where your only companion
is wild life? Does the call of the
mountains and woodland sound in
your soul? Then the perfect remedy

is a trek over the spectacular Appalachian Trail.
The Appalachian Trail is a con-

tinuous marked path extending
through the mountain wilderness
of the Atlantic States. It stretches
from Mount Katahdin, Maine, the
northern terminus, to Mount Ogle-

thorpe in Georgia. The distance of
this skyline route over the crest of
the Appalachian Mountains is two

was appropriately entitled the Ap-

the Trail in the Great Smoky Moun-

palachian Trail.

tains National Park. It was a very
warm, cloudless day in August, but

The Trail, in traversing eight
national forests and two national
parks, possesses matchless beauty
and unsurpassed views. It climbs
bold mountain peaks, swings across
lofty ridges, winds among tall pine
and spruce trees, meanders through
green valleys and crosses murmuring streams. No matter what season of the year it happens to be,
the hiker will find himself in a
paradise among the mountains and
forests. To view a sunrise or a sun-

set from a towering mountain summit is a scene that is not soon forgotten.

thousand and twenty-five miles, the

If anyone has ever wanted to

midpoint being in Pennsylvania at
Center Point Knob. Thousands
have hiked over this superb trail
since its completion in 1937, but
few have tramped the entire
length.

escape from the babble of everyday life, the Appalachian Trail is
the ideal place to find contentment.
It was purposely built as far away

The idea to construct such a

pathway can be traced directly to
one man, Benton MacKaye. Forester and philosopher, he conceived
the plan for a trail that would be
very long, extending through the
most primitive regions of America.

MacKaye saw the need for some
means of retreat from a civilization
that was becoming too mechanized.

was extremely slow because of the
rugged country, and because no
previous trails had existed in this

region. After seven years of hard
toil, the southern section was com-

pleted, and in 1937 the entire path
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The sparkling waters of a lake
could be seen on a far horizon. For

many minutes I sat on a rotten
log, scanning the enchanted scene.
It is an experience that I will long
remember.
Many people are uncertain as to
which season is the best to hike
the trail. It is all a matter of personal choice, for each season has
its advantages. Spring issues in
the opening of nature’s grand spectacle. Plant and animal life are
bursting forth with joyful glee to
welcome the new year. Summer
finds the mountain slopes matted
with forest green and tinged with
delicate coloring. During the fall
the mountains and valleys are
ablaze with glory. The colorful
scenes are indescribable and hold
one spellbound. A factor that many
appearance of pesky insects. Winter on the Trail finds nature in restful slumber under the soft, clean

culate his idea, he finally persuaded numerous hiking clubs throughout New England that such a proIn the northern seaboard states
there were short trails already in
existence. The clubs connected
these, widened them, and built
shelter cabins at seven-mile intervals. During 1930 the lower half
of the route was begun. The work

pleasant. AsI left the parking area
the woods became thicker and
more quiet, until the only sounds
were those of singing birds and the
moaning of the winds through the
majestic pines. In the distance the
soaring mountains appeared as a
dreamy green sea of flowing forest.

appreciate at this time is the dis-

By constantly endeavoring to cir-

ject could be undertaken.

high on the crest of the mountains
the westerly winds made walking

beauty of new-fallen snow. A walk
Illustration by Bette Osweiler

through this winter wonderland
fills one with awe.

from civilization as possible. When
one is lying beside a smoldering
camp fire, curled up in his sleeping
bag, and gazing up at the stardotted heavens, he dreads the
thought of returning to the noisy

Every year hundreds of adventure-seeking people stroll over this
beautiful skyline path to discover

and confused city life. It seems as
though some invisible force calls

to many of our larger eastern cities.

him to this bewitching and primi-

tive land.
I vividly recall when, a few years

a happiness that is remarkable.
The northern section is traveled
more because the region is closer
But whatever portion of the trail
you hike, you will receive a sens-

ation from its beauty and splendor
that only somethink like the Appa-

ago, I hiked a ten-mile stretch of lachian Trail can give.
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Fifty Golden Years
by the Faculty Adviser

@ On March 25 Brother John

Albert Wehrle

And in another article of the
Constitutions the Founder speaks

completed_ fifty

years of religious life in the Society

beatifully of the mission of the

of Mary. He made his first vows
in the University chapel in 1905.
At that time the Normal School of
the Cincinnati Province of the Society of Mary was located on the

religious educator: “In the exercise
of their duties the Brothers consider themselves as ministers and cooperators of Jesus Christ, as servants and auxiliaries of Mary; for
them education consists of forming
Jesus Christ in souls, in making
Him known, loved and served.”

campus and not at Mount Saint
John where it is now. The postulants, novices and scholastics used
St. Joseph Hall as their place of
residence.
Brother Wehrle came to the
postulate in 1901 from St. Michael
School on the South Side of Pittsburg, a school that has supplied

many vocations to the Society.
After completing his studies he be-

gan his teaching career at St. Michael School in Chicago with a
large number of little tots in the
first grade. In those remote days
most of the schools that the
Brothers conducted were grade
schools. In fact there were only
about two or three high schools in
the province.

Other assignments

were in Brooklyn, New York City,
Hamilton, Ohio, San Jose, California, and Detroit. In 1926 he went
to the University of Pittsburg for
graduate work and in 1930 he was
awarded a doctorate in physics.
Since 1930 with the exception of

a nine-year period at Trinity College in Sioux City, Iowa, Dr.
Wehrle has been on the faculty of
the University of Dayton.
Here at U. D. Dr. Wehrle taught
in the electrical engineering de-

partment and for five years he was
dean of the engineering school.
During the time of his deanship
the engineering school of the University was accredited by the Engineers Council for Professional
Development.
For the past three years Brother
Wehrle has been on the retired list
because of his health. However,
he is still as active as his physical
April, 1955

position.

There are obstacles today in the
way of young people following the
call to the religious life. Because
of divorces and separations there is
a decline in a home life which can
nurture vocations to the priesthood
and the religious life. Often parents are indifferent to religious vocations or even oppose them in
their children. Then so many of
our Catholic young people do not

As a teacher he has been most
thorough and conscientious. Prob-

have the opportunity of education
in Catholic schools, but are expos-

ably there is no member of the fac-

ed to the unreligious atmosphere
in secular schools.

condition will allow with contributing his services to the U.D.
Bookstore and collecting stamps
and sending them to the missions.
He has always been greatly interested in music and stamps as two
hobbies. He plays several instruments and in his early years he
made some efforts at musical com-

ulty who has ever given more time
and energy in the preparation of
his classes than Dr. Wehrle has.

Naturally all this effort paid off

abundantly, because his reputation
as a successful teacher grew with
the passing of the decades. Just
ask some of the old timers who
sat in the classes of the old
maestro over in the electrical engineering class rooms and they will
tell you how the problems were
solved with ease and lucidity.
Dr. Wehrle is a religious educator, that is he belongs to a religious order that has as one of
its objectives the education of
young people. Father Chaminade

About the vocation of the teaching Brothers we find much misunderstanding and lack of information. Thousands of boys in our
Catholic schools know about the
work of the Sisters and the priests,
but they have not heard of a teaching Brother. Some Catholics think
that Brother means a student on
the way to the priesthood, or a
member of a religious order who
takes care of the material interests
of the monastery.
There is a strange notion abroad
that students of exceptionalability
should be directed to the priest-

wrote some very pertinent words

hood and those of limited mental

about education in the Constitu-

ability should be teaching Brothers. The late learned Capuchin,
Father Felix Kirsch, writing in the
American Ecclesiastical Review in

tions of the Society of Mary: “The
term education comprises all the
means which enable us to sow, cultivate, strengthen, and render fruitful the Christian spirit in souls, in

order to lead them to a sincere and
open profession of true Christian-

ity

1927 (page 16) has the following
to say about this situation: Some

one “may often come forth with
this objection: “But this particular
(Turn to Page 23)
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The Story of the Dogwood
by Carol Hilton

e@ And the cry arose, “Crucify
Him, crucify Him,” and He was
released to their will, to die upon
the cross.

whole domain was unable to see.
Then slowly, as the light receded,
a deafening silence encircled the
forest, and the trees again had the

Now near the palace of Pilate
there grewa forest of trees, strong
and firm, and from one of these
was to be chosen the timber for
the cross. Next to the mighty oak
towered the dogwood, and each
was comparable in mightiness and
strength.

looked toward the place the dogwood had stood, and far below
him he saw a small gnarled tree
covered with blossoms as white as
the snow. And at this moment a

power of sight. Slowly the oak

quiet voice broke the silence say-

The leaves of the great oak
shook in proudness as he proclaimed to the forest, “I am the one. I
shall be chosen for there is none so
straight and tall as I, no other with
timber so fine as mine.”

stories concerning losses on foreign

hardwoods.
This year the home court advantage certainly took a beating for
many of the top teams have been
beaten on their own hardwoods.

The lesser trees looked up to

the greatness of the majestic oak

Kentucky had their long win-

and envied him. Their leaves
trembled and waved in a surge of
noise as their voices rose to a crescendo, “I wish it were I, I wish I
could be the one.”

ning streak snapped at Lexing-

ton. Many other teams also have
taken it on the nose in their own

back yard, which brings up the
question what is causing this rash
of upsets?

Only the magnificent dogwood
was sad as his leaves rustled their

The thing that has been the

protest, and his cry rang through
the forest, “Not I, I do not want to
be chosen for this sorrowful act.”
All looked and knew that the
choice lay between the oak and
the dogwood for there were none
to equal them. The men came,
compared, and finally selected the
gentle dogwood.
He was fashioned into a cross,

carried to Calvary, and there Jesus
was nailed upon him. The tree
wept in pity for the great Teacher,
and sorrowed for the time he had
grown large enough to be used for

greatest contributing factor in the
Illustration by Ned Ostendorf

ing, “Never again shall the dogwood tree grow large enough to
be used as a cross. From this time
it shall be slender, and twisted,
and bent, and its blossoms shall be
in the form of a cross, two long
and two short petals. In the center
of the outer edge of each petal
there will be nail prints, brown
with rust, and in the center of
the flower will be a crown of
thorns, and all who see it will remember.”

such a cruel purpose.
Jesus in his infinite mercy sensed

the sorrow of the tree, and looked
up to the heavens where his great

HOME COURT
ADVANTAGE

Father resided. And at that moment a blinding light came over

© Many cage coaches throughout the country agree that winning

the forest so that even the huge

on a foreign court is a seldom ac-

oak, tall enough

complished feat in the basketball
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to

survey

his

world. To what do they attribute
the home team’s advantage? Some
say the home team is more familiar
with the court and baskets; others
contend that the crowd often has a
psychological effect on the visitors.
The one thing, however, that is
charged with causing most defeats
away from home is the officiating.
Many mentors have charged poor
calling with a bad road record.
Recently Ken Loeffler, the head
coach of the National Champion
LaSalle Explorers was accused by
an official who had worked a game
which the Explorers had lost on
the road, as having written a letter
charging that the official had made
partisan calls in the game. This
was not the first of such letters;
other losing coaches have written
them. Coaches can tell incredible

balancing of the teams is the off-

ciating. Today the top teams who
have home and home arrangements choose two referees accept-

able to both and they work both

of the games thereby reducing
greatly the main criticism of hand-

picked officials by the home team.
Now coaches that were using this
as an alibi for a bad road record
are having to look to something

else and the good teams are not

being upset so frequently on foreign courts.

Many basketball experts say a
team is only as good as its road
record. By using this yardstick to

measure a team then our own Flyers would be the top team in the

nation because the Flyers have yet
to taste defeat on a foreign court.

(Turn to Page 23)
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United States - United Nations
by Ray Wach
@ Senator William F. Knowland

(R., Calif.) recently spoke in San
Francisco on the United Nations.
The Republican floor leader questioned the value of the United Nations as a peace-maker or world
unifier, except insofar as it provides a common forum for world
troubles. The Senator cited several
examples of UN weakness, such as

the Americans still imprisoned by
the Communists in China and the
failure to brand the USSR an
aggressor in Korea. A more frequently used example is the Korean War itself, a bitter outburst

brought about by the usual Communist reaction to a statement of

the U.S.A. that Korea lay oustide
MacArthur's and the country’s defense zone. When the fighting
began, the United Nations assumed responsibility for the American
intervention. The world organization, however, tossed the job back
to the U.S.A., stipulating only that
the UN forces under American
command drive the Communists
out of North Korea. The United
States ignored the United Nations
order, hampered the UN commander in the field with inexplicable
and unrealistic limitations, and
then made peace with the aggressor without attempting to carry out
the UN directive to destroy the
foe. The Communists were left
stronger than before.
The argument that
Senator
Knowland chose, however, is another popular one among UN foes.
The UN Charter, it is pointed out,
is a shallow, crippled and potenti-

Both of these arguments are respectable from the viewpoint of
accuracy. However, their proponents are somewhat shortsighted.
Like the pacifists, who think war is
the ultimate evil, and the militarists, who think war can be a total
solution, the critics of the UN think

that mistakes, poor leadership and
possible evils are more important
than their ultimate alternates. We

admit that any peace we have is

possible merely because the Communists do not yet consider it expedient to wage war, and most
students of Communism believe
that a war will be started when the
Communists regard it as useful, no
.matter what the UN does to keep

the peace. But even if the UN has
failed so far in its primary function
of preventing war, the organization
still deserves American support.
The failures have been due to deliberate interference by the U.S.A.
or the USSR, anyway.

the Charter would lay open the

Most of the weaknesses of the
UN can be remedied by stronger
support and more realistic leadership by the United States. The
Charter can be revised or replaced
legally so that it is a better instrument of world organization. The
free world would probably welcome a more reasonable charter
and would assist the United States
in efforts to improve the present
document. Some mistakes and

country to all the evils currently

some selfish strifes can be expect-

prevented by the Constitution.

ed; that is why there must be

ally dangerous document. It may
eventually be elevated to a su-

premacy over the United States
Constitution —the oldest, shortest
constitution in the world and a
Christian, democratic, workable
foundation for this country. Such
a sacrifice of the Constitution to

April, 1955

good, idealistic leadership. It is
obvious that the UN will never be
improved if the United States
quits it prematurely.
The problem of the Communists
in the UN is more difficult. Persons
familiar with Communistic thinking often and justifiably slip into
the Communists’ habit of classifying everyone as pro-Communists,

anti-Communists and dupes

(as

witness some Washington investi-

gators). Communists correctly re-

gard all “neutrals” as dupes, both
because they can be used to further Communist ends and because
they are “friendly” with their “enemies.” If the United States has

any moral obligation to other nations, it must stay in the UN to
save them from Communism. To
save itself, also, and to save the
UN, the United States must remain
a member until the Communists
are voted out. It can be safely
assumed that the UN will never
succeed while it tolerates its deadly enemies, the Communists; and
it can be safely predicted that the
Communists will eventually be voted out, if the UN lasts long enough.
The “philosophies” of world government and world revolution are
obviously incompatible.
If the United States works with
the UN and adopts a posture of
firm yet idealist leadership, the
future of world government is excellent. I believe world government is inevitable, and assuming
that, it behooves the United States

to guide its development. Proper
use of the UN as an instrument of
world peace will undoubtedly provoke the Communists to belligerence. This paradox is brought
about by Communistic fear of any
improvement in the UN and a
realization by the Soviets that unification of the democracies will
hinder spread of Communism. Risk

of war, however, always present

(Turn to Page 23)
Page 11

Pepe
Edited by Irmi Rauch

CAMBRIA SUE
Washed by the waters was Cambria Sue,
Moored to the shore off Cape Landau
Built by the oarsman down by the sea,
No finer craft could ever be.
The timbers were hewn from the mighty oak,
Pegged on all sides by a master’s stroke.
Her keel was laid with a perfect curve
Champered and smooth as a Brigantine bird.

Eight bells to the minute and a rough command:
“Get below to your bunks as fast as you can,”
The mate called out: “we are long overdue,”
As sleep caught up with Cambria Sue.
—NELSON HAAS.
a

&

e

SONNET: TO CHRIST CRUCIFIED

Next came her sides and oar locks too;
Built rigid and strong for Cambria Sue.
The bunks were all tiered with a sturdy grace
With lanterns and boots hung in their place.

Paradise, which Thou hast promised me of old,
Moves me not, to love Thee, my dear God and Lord;

The heavy stairway led up to the deck
Through a sealed hatchway in case of a wreck.
The railing on deck was a sight to behold:
Painted and carved for the pirates bold.

Thou dost move me. I am stirred when I unfold
That sad image: Thou on the cross, jeered, abhorred.
Thy sore wounded body moves me, I accord.
I am roused by Thy last sufferings untold.

The cabin had windows on all four sides
Which made it tough for the pirates to hide.
The top of the cabin was a great piece of art
Where the mate gave soundings of ships in the dark.

Thus, in short, Thy love moves me in such a way
That, although there were no heaven, I’d love Thee,
And, though no hell, I would fear Thee and obey.

Her cargo was laden with whiskey and wine
From every coast along the line.
When far from shore in the open sea
She rolled and she sang, “Tra-lee, tra-lee.”’
The whitecaps would froth when the bow cut the waves
As she sailed in the wind with her sun-tanned braves.
Captain Billingsgate shouted to the husky crew.
To start scrubbing the decks of Cambria Sue.
Her deck was as clean as a pastry-board
As she rolled the high seas like a crimson gourd;
Her sails were stretched taut with a seaman’s skill;
Lashed by the wind through the shallow rill.
The hour was struck by the great dinner bell;

How they got to the table I’ll never tell.
Skillets and kettles and pots and pans
Full to the brim with delicious hams.

Cabbage and potatoes and corn muffins brown
With pots of black coffee and a stein all around.
From the deck you could hear on a moonlight night
The pirates all singing on their mystery flight.
But when the storms cut the black of the sky
All hands came on deck in the bye and bye.

The sails were pulled down as she fought in the wind;
“Let her roll, let roll,” shouted peg-legged Jim.
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Nor do yet the dread torments of Satan’s ward

Urge me all deeds counter Thy laws to withhold.

That I should love Thee, no reason needst purvey.
If, without the promise, my hopes would less be,
My love for Thee, through Thy love, steadfast would stay.
Translated from the Spanish (anonymous)
BY BERTELI SHATTOCK.

A DIALOGUE
“Ah man, walk softly o’er
This ugly, hollowed ground.
A tomb of rock lies ’neath this floor,
A body, stiff, is wound
In clothes and strips of linen white,

To hide from view the gruesome sight.”
“Nay sir, I challenge you,
And this unkindly thought.
The tomb of rock is there, ’tis true,
But not filled as it ought
To be, with putrid flesh and dank,
The molding ruins of mortal rank.”
“An empty tomb?”

“Christ’s waiting-room!”
—ROBERT MCAULIFFE.
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A Plea for the Sane, the Heroic
by Henry Roberts
@ When a novelists like ieee

Priestly, who has a good list of
books to his credit, says something
about what is wrong with current
stories, it is pretty certain that his
comments deserve attention.

Says

Mr. Priestly in last June issue of
the New Statesman and Nation:
“Most young novelists suffer from
two major weaknesses. I am never

quite convinced that what they tell
me is happening really is happening . . . My second objection is
that as a rule their central characters are too deliberately unheroic
and often seem such bumbling nitwits that it is hard to sympathize
with them in their misfortunes.”

In the June 19 issue of Time

temptations and passions and
faults, loved God and his Mother
so much, that they loved very
strongly their fellow men. If you
do not think that loving all people
is heroic just try loving continuously and deeply those whom you
work with or live with.
Let us take a glance at a few recent books. Twenty years ago Father Miguel Pro, S.J., was martyred
in the Mexican persecution. Fanchon Royer in his biography of Father Pro describes the gifts of impersonation and mimicry that led

him to play the role of taxi-driver,
mechanic or peon in order to bring
the Blessed Sacrament to the faithful.

Phyllis McGinley in telling how she
came to write her “Saints Without
Tears” says: “Everyone loves a hero
and the saints are the best heroes
of all. They are geniuses; they
have enormous charm and complete selflessness. So they are the
easiest to love.”
Now if we put these two statements together what will we have.
If our young novelists are at fault
because their characters are unheroic and if the real heroes are the
saints, it is most logical that the
novelists can right the situation by
choosing saints for their heroes.
But this, no doubt, is asking too
much of the novelist.
Today we have some more or
less recent books that areexcitingly
and admirably written about the
saints, the true heroes. There was
a time when writers produced
dreary books about the saints.
Some of the older authors were so
concemed about showing the holiness of their protagonists that they
forgot to show the humorous side.
That has been pretty well changed in this our day. The saints or
holy men and women are belieyable characters because they are

pictured as people, who, with their
April, 1955

caught and tortured. His story
would make an excellent pursuit
movie plus the added extra that
his love for Christ would give it.
In Inuk Father Roger Buliard,
O.M.I., recalls his fifteen years with
the Eskimos in the very farthest
North, with starvation, storms,
strange food and customs, seal

hunts, dog-sled trips all packed between the covers.

Father Andre

Dupeyrat, a missionary among the

cannibals tells us in Savage Papua
that as late as 1935 he found examples of cannibalism in evidence.
With the author we make incredible trips in which the dangers of
the jungle lower and gloom, but
which are offset by the cheerfulness and the fortitude of the mis-

sionaries. Perhaps Father Dupey-

The famous Danish convert, Joannes Jorgenson, gave us a remarkable character and a thrilling his-

tory of the period in his posthumously-published book, St. Bridget

of Sweden. Just before she died

rat had more cause for cheerfulness because thousands of the Papuans were converted, while in Eskimo land the pace of conversion
is much slower. After reading these
two books we discover that the
heroism that fired Francis Xavier
characterizes

our missionaries

of

the twentieth century.
What books could be written
about the soldiers of Christ still in
Red China. If the whole story of
the Church’s agony behind the
iron Curtain will be told some day,
it will be one of the most thrilling
and glorious chronicles of heroism
in the history of man’s achievements and strivings. Father Robert
W. Greene, Maryknoll priest, has

Sigrid Unset completed a life of
St. Catherine of Sienna in which
she shows that heroism is attractive and thrilling. Father James
Broderick pictures St. Francis Xavier as a man who had a deep and
abiding love for his fellow men in
a book published over a year ago in
this country.

told in Calvary in China a very

In The Diary of a Hunted Priest

moving episode of this phenomenon.

by Father John Gerard, S.J., who
lived in the days of Elizabeth I
and was a contemporary of Edmund Campion, we have an adventure-packed book. Twice he
escaped from the Tower of Lon-

don. He could ride with the nobility on the hunt, he loved to be with
the commoners, he eluded his pursuers for years but finally he was

Let us turn to the novelist for a

moment. Can he create people
heroic and at the same time believable? If he writes historical
novels he does not have to create,
he finds them at hand. We see in
some novels heroic characters placed in a heroic era doing heroic

(Turn to Page 22)
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SIGMA DELTA PI
@ Say something scientific. Mr.
Peepers might well reply with
“osmosis” or even “capillary action.” However, an equally unsus-

pecting person like Mrs. Gurney
would undoubtedly settle for Sigma
Delta Pi. How about you?
Sigma Delta Pi is the official
name of the Dayton Pre-medical

Society. It was founded and approved as a campus organization
in 1936, and functions today as one
of the University’s older and more
progressive societies. A unique
feature of the organization is its
origin, as Sigma Delta Pi is the
product of a student-conceived and
student-backed plan to broaden
scientific outlook, to heighten ambitions, and to produce better
scholars. Encouraged and advised
by the proper authorities, the organization, once established, offer-

ed to the pre-professional students
in the Division of Science a more
thorough acquaintance with the
medical profession and_ related
fields.

the various University activities,
such as, the Homecoming and Operation Joy; and holds its own
social functions, topped off with
the annual senior-farewell banquet.
At the present, in addition to the

Take myself for an example. I

held by those students who plan
careers in dentistry, nursing, medical technology, pharmacy, and

can tell you honestly that I do not
remember anybody telling me
what a back stroke is, a side stroke

medical education. Already, as in

or a butterfly stroke, etc. All this

past years, the organization boasts
a very high acceptance rate to pro-

I learned with practice and experience. For two summers I worked
at the Caribe Hilton Hotel asa life
guard and I taught many how to
swim. And many learned well, but

fessional schools, with a great possibility that the one hundred per

cent mark will be reached by graduation.

Under the leadership and guid-

ance of the present moderator, Mr.
Robert C. Wiechman, Pre-medical
Adviser, Sigma Delta Pi seeks, as
always, to teach thoroughly all the
scientific, social, cultural, and moral principles which gear university

education to proper application in
professional work, and in correct
moral choices in current living.

To achieve this primary purpose

In addition to providing an incentive for students to achieve
high scholastic standing, as membership is based primarily on academic achievement, Sigma Delta

Pi also seeks to establish a cooperative fellowship both scholastically and socially.

To further this

goal, the organization engages in
Page 14

swim, but we are brought up with

it.

pre-meds, active membership is

SWIMMING

of the society, professional men
are invited to contribute to the bimonthly meetings through discussion of their respective fields of
medicine. Frequently, the meetings are supplemented with medical films and “field trips” to the
local hospitals.

of the natives master in swimming.
Most of them have an orthodox
style of swimming anda very peculiar way of handling themselves
in the water. We do not learn to

@ Swimming is not a sport, but
a

way of

entertaining

ourselves

when there is nothing else to do.
I live in Puerto Rica, an island in

the Atlantic, and we have many
facilities to learn to swim and live
in the ocean. I am almost certain
that of every fifty Puerto Ricans,
forty-nine know how to swim.
When I say that for us swimming

is not a sport, I mean that very few
le

I honestly think that the best way
to learn how to swim is just by
yourself without any fear of the
water.

A year ago a college swimming
team came to Puerto Rico to show
their abilities. Five Puerto Ricans
raced out into the Caribe Hilton
Hotel pool. There were seven
swimmers from the Dartmouth
swimming team. I was in this race.

I do not want to show my ability
to the reader, but what I want to
do is prove a point. The Dartmouth team was overshadowed by
us, because we got the first, second

and fourth prizes.

These boys

learned by instructions and learned in a swimming pool. We learned by habit and we learned in the
ocean. The ocean is much harder
to swim in because of the currents
and the waves. We were strong
and the race was just an entertainment for us, not a sport.
I admit the style of the Dartmouth boys was much prettier
than ours, but speed and strength
won the race.
—Rosert L. Corpova.
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Cducators’ Vook - - Edited by Mary Ann Finn

FTA NEWS

the tactics used by the NEA resembled those of Hitler — discredit,
then destroy. A case in Oregon

cision outlawed a proposal that all

to adequately care for the increasing enrollment. Some suggested
solutions to this problem were:
larger schools, increased salaries,
more benefits and the elimination
of discrimination in teacher selection due to race, color, or creed

children be forced to attend public
schools. These comments were
printed in the Catholic Standard
and Times. As future teachers we
should be aware of the trends and
attitude concerning modern edu-

school graduates to follow the
teaching profession. Perhaps the
FTA could aid the program in
some manner! The facts and benefits of the teaching _ profession

@ As March departed like the
proverbial lamb, the Fulton J.
received the Supreme Court ruling
Sheen Chapter of the Future
. that the rights of parents must preTeachers of America elected new
vail in education. The court de-

officers. At the helm for next year

is Bob Schiller, president; Michael
Mancini, vice-president; Susan

Price, secretary; Tom Kibler, treasurer; Sara Pfarrer, historian. Mr.
Jim Douglass was chosen by unanimous vote to assume once more his

role as moderator and advisor to
the chapter.

cation.
=

The newly chosen officers are
busy planning for a well-rounded

program of activities for spring and
fall. A party, sponsored by the
FTA, is the first project on the
docket: Watch for further details
concerning the fun fest! Members

of the FTA took part in the Midwest District Physical Education
Convention in Columbus held during the final week of March. Plans
are also being made to attend the
Ohio Future Teachers of America
Conference to be held at the College of St. Mary of the Springs in
Columbus.
*

&

*

PUBLIC VS.
PRIVATE EDUCATION
A few months ago the Educators’
Nook recorded the comments made
in the booklet, Public Education

and the Future of America, issued
by the NEA’s Educational Policies
commission concerning the neces-

*

=

A REPORT ON OHIO’S
PUBLIC SCHOOLS
Recently a summary report on
Ohio schools was compiled by the
Ohio School Survey Committee
consisting of eleven members. The
duty of this group was to make a

comprehensive study of the public
school system of the state, and
make a report to John Q. Public, in
order to share the school problems
and solutions with the taxpayer.
Six committees were organized con-

taining lay and professional people
from all sections of the state. These
probers searched for the good features and weaknesses of the Ohio
school system. Dividing the work
with the one hundred members of
the study sub-committees, the plan
of attack covered the fields of Instruction, Personnel and Teacher

Education, State Educational Organization, Local District Organization, Housing and Transportation,

plus campaigns to attract high

should be publicized and the age
old salary appeals should be avoid-

ed.
This report entitled “What Faces
Ohio’s Public Schools?” tries to
make the public realize the needs

of the school program. This realization will help to obtain financial
support, but just as important is
the fact that the school belongs to

the people and therefore demands
their interest and aid in order to
be a successful tool of the community.

Future teachers will take a special interest in this report, because
after all we are preparing for a
profession that demands “the best
informed citizens of the commun-

ity.” Ohio further desires to staff
its schools with “teachers who, be-

cause of character and personality,
have a wholesome and construc-

tive influence upon boys and girls.”
These goals are not impossible
dreams stated by a group of idealists! —The men and women of this

sity of a universal public school

and Finance.

and the abolition of the private

One of the most interesting features of the report concerned the

the need, and who is in a better

problem of securing good teachers

than the future teacher?

school. Cardinal McIntyre, Archbishop of Los Angeles, stated that

April, 1955

survey committee have pin-pointed

position to “do something about it”
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ctrom the Cditor’s Don a. JUVENILE DELINQUENCY
@ Court authorities, attorneys-at-law, jurists in
courts of domestic relations and countless other
individuals throughout the nation, are striving to seek
the fundamental causes of juvenile delinquency in
America.

Such authorities are prompt to admit that the
underlying causes of delinquency among juveniles
are certainly numerous. They will tell you that causes
differ according to organic and environmental circumstances of the individual offender. Likewise, they are
the first to discourage thinking along lines that all
juvenile delinquency can be limited to a few outstanding causes. It cannot!

Why do we have juvenile delinquency in America? Why has its increase been at an alarmingly high
rate? Do you suppose this lack of maternal influence
in the modern home could be one answer? Do you
suppose the day the woman was removed from her
proper place and ushered into an industrial plant was
the day the child was allowed to run free and uncontrolled to commit acts contrary to accepted behavior? I think so!!!

A BAND CONCERT AND
CULTURAL PROGRESS
®@ Under the direction of Brother Joseph Trag-

We feel that the discouragingly rapid increase
in delinquency has been aided in a large sense by
outright parental negligence, currently prevalent in
far too many American homes.

eser, S.M., the Chaminade high school band will soon
present to the general public its annual spring
concert. As in past years a raffle will precede the
presentation, with tickets being sold at the school for
a comparatively small donation. Many valuable prizes
will be given away, among them a 1955 automobile.

Freedom of expression, whether it be in the form
of speech, the press, or even human behavior, is
something Americans cherish. Let us never allow
ourselves to forget for one minute that such expression must always be intelligently controlled and
governed. This is all the more true in the case of
the child in the American home.

Although the individuals who attend this outstanding performance will benefit materially if they
are fortunate enough to possess the “lucky ticket,”
it must be said that these high school students are
likewise contributing substantially to the cultural
development of Dayton and its environs.

There was once a time in the history of
country when the mother was to be found in
home. Today this is unfortunately not the case
because this is so, the children do not enjoy
benefits of “maternal influence,” so vital to their
velopment.

our
the
and
the
de-

In some instances it is necessary for the mother
to leave the family circle to become gainfully employed on the outside. In these isolated cases it is a
necessary thing for the sustenance of the children
involved. Difficult though it may be, provisions must
be made for the careful guidance and protection of
such children while the mother is absent from the
family circle.

Almighty God did not intend in His Divine plan,
that woman should don the apparel of the male

The Chaminade faculty and many thousands of
Daytonians have come to look admirably upon the
splendid accomplishments Brother Trageser has completed to date. Their pride in the Ludlow Street
musicians is not principally rooted in the progressive
development and musical instruction the director
has given his boys, but more so from a realization
of the mutual understanding and wholesome cooperation he has endeavored to instill in band members
themselves.
Brother Joe is proud to present his young musicians
to Dayton residents and Dayton is happy to receive
them. From an observation of each of these boys,
both from a personal view and from a musical sense,

we must admit he is justified in assuming such an
air of confidence.

and perform the laborious tasks of the stronger sex.

This year two concert programs will be con-

Her proper place was always and will always be, in
the home.

ducted — a matinee on April 24 at three and an eight
o'clock evening performance on April 26.
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Chaminade band members and their director

have worked tediously in preparing their concert for
public presentation. Brother Joe has successfully completed his role of developing leaders and making
musicians of his charges.
We feel it is now our responsibility as students
and residents of the Miami Valley to show our interest
and appreciation of the effort they have made over
the months and years.
Let’s make the 1955 Chaminade band concert
the most successful ever. One sure-fire way is to
purchase your ticket and be among the listening
audience.

®

@

6

U. D. STUDENTS IN NEW YORK
@ At a recent student assembly called by the
student council, Father Kobe, dean of the university,
briefly commented on the behavior of U. D. students
in New York for the NIT.

In a very few words, Father Kobe expressed his
appreciation and that of the entire faculty, toward

those students who by their dignified conduct did
much to further the name of the University of Dayton.

organized government became a necessity.

To the primitive man and likewise to the founding fathers of America, this governmental organization, crude though it may have been in its early
stages, was a most important thing.

Although we have grown today into the most
powerful nation in the world and although we have
outgrown many of the things that were essentially a
part of our way of life in former days, we have not
and shall not outgrow our need for good government.
The American, if he is to feel secure in his
domestic affairs and enjoy freedom from external
domination, must look upon politics and his governmental representation in a most important sense.
University students, many of them voters, must
also view governmental politics in the same manner.
They must, if they are to understand the functioning
of their government, be well-grounded in the fundamentals of governmental organization. For far too
many students, politics and government are “dry”
subjects. To far too many students, such subjects
do not occupy the important role they should in their
lives.

contrary and if these comments are well founded we

Every student, despite his academic field, should
endeavor to include in his curriculum, courses that
will ground him in the fundamentals of his govern-

must look upon the situation with regret.

ment.

In a few isolated cases there were reports to the

It may be expected that in an institution of two
thousand five hundred individuals, there will be those
who fail in one way or another to use discretion in
their dealings with others.
Fortunately, most persons, U. D. students being
no exception, are intelligent enough to conduct themselves properly in public. Most individuals are
cognizant that there is such a thing in modern
society as decorum. These are the men and women
of which the faculty of the University of Dayton is
proud.

The few who have not reached their full matur-

ity will perhaps one day attain that status. The most
we can do is hope that this day will be soon.
The unfortunate aspect of the entire situation is
that the intelligent student must suffer by the ridicule
resulting from the actions of this immature minority.

Lecturing and preaching to the delinquent is of
little avail. The reform must come from within.

MAN AND GOVERNMENT
© The sociologist tells us that man is gregarious
by nature, a fact that is certainly self-evident. From

A WORTH-WHILE DRIVE
© Under auspices of the Flyers’ Club, Inc., the
University of Dayton will sponsor an intra-squad

spring football game late in May.
Members of the Flyers’ Club, various interested
individuals throughout the City of Dayton and many
U. D. students are now selling tickets for this athletic
event. They sell for one dollar each, or a book of
six tickets for a total cost of $5.00 to the purchaser.
As an added incentive, purchasers of game
tickets receive a free chance on the drawing of three
prizes of $1,000.00 each. Likewise, solicitors of lucky
tickets will receive a reward of $100.00 each.
The Flyers’ Club is vitally interested in the
future development of the University of Dayton, both
from the physical and the academic viewpoint. We
would do well as students to back this undertaking
wholeheartedly.
By purchasing tickets ourselves and by aiding
the Fyers’ Club in the circulation of same, we will

the very beginning of society, when the primitive

aid the university, enjoy a good football game and
perhaps be fortunate enough to possess one of the

man banded together with his fellow men for pro-

winning tickets.

tection or whatever the ultimate cause, some form of
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LET’S ACT WITHOUT DELAY!!

—Ep FLYNN.
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Coeds’ Corner +++ Edited by Anne Flynn

APRIL IS HERE

your medal and chain, and says — “Dada”. Yep, even

@ Hope you hada nice Easter! The fellows will
need that little rest so they can have their strength
built up for the big chase, commonly known as “The

the strongest of the strong can be deterred by the
gurgling laughter and the treasured caress of one

small, young girl named Nancy.
—A. F.

Turnabout Tag.” After all those mid-term tests and
quizzes, we needalittle recreation, and I can’t think

of a better way to get it.
April is famous for some other things, too. Spring

has sprung!! The days are longer, and already the
pre-dusk baseball games have started. The flowers
are budding and out come all those new fashions and
cool clothes, too. The benches in the park are favorite meeting places, as we find it harder than ever to
keep on the books. That’s the surest sign of spring
in the world . . . and it’s here right now at U. D.

—A. F.

NANCY
@ It is so hard to be stern with a baby! Although
you know it is absolutely necessary for you to reprimand and correct the child, it is a thing much easier

said than done.
For instance, take the case of eleven-month old
Nancy. Her favorite pastime is chewing on things

such as human hair, car keys and tie clips that
definitely were not made for that purpose. Finally,
when you must exert your rights as baby-sitter and

part-time guardian, the task is indeed a difficult one.
You look down, take her hand and say: “Nancy; no,
no!!!" Her deep blue eyes become troubled when
she looks into your own unrelenting ones. You don’t
weaken but continue gazing upon that fine golden
hair and those creamy smooth cheeks. You repeat
again, “NO!” and her bottom lip begins to quiver.
That one tear that gently finds its way down her
rosy cheek gives your heart a tug. Perhaps your tone

INFORMATION ON TURNABOUT DANCE
@ It’s that time of the year again! The girls
are keeping a sharp eye while the boys are waiting
patiently to be asked to — you guessed it — the Turnabout. If you have been wondering the how, when,

where, and why of it for this year, here it is.
The Dance has been named the “Beautillion,”
and will be held at Lakeside, on April 15, from 9:30
till 12:30, with music by Karl Taylor. The tickets are
$2.50 and will be sold Turnabout week in the
Women’s Lounge. We urge you to try to get your

tickets in advance. This is very important.
Voting for the king will take place Thursday
and Friday, the 14 and 15, in the Women’s Lounge,
and votes will be counted by the committee at 4:00
Friday. All campaign managers must be present.
The committee consists of:
Pat Jacobson—General Chairman
Joan Leff—Decorations
Betty Miller—Elections
Gladys Smith—Prizes

Joanne Stueve—Tickets
Margie Butler—Publicity
Note to New Students —'The dance is informal. The

girls always make corsages out of various things for
the boys, and you are asked to please limit them to

corsages and hats, ruling out any type of costume.
There are three prizes given for the three best

is a bit kinder, for when you tell her that it’s just
that she must learn not to put everything in her

corsages. Remember to vote and give the committee

mouth, she smiles, and those four and a half very

success it has always been.

small white teeth appear. You can feel yourself sinking then, and something tells you it’s a lost battle.

You're convinced of it when she laughs, reaches for
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all your cooperation to help make this dance the

— Margie Butler,

Publicity Chairman, Turnabout Tag

The Exponent

VISIT THE SPOTLIGHT THEATER
® As Charles Boyer might say if he were writing
this, “Come with me to the Player's Room in the

Student Union.” This invitation may not sound as
romantic as the “Casbah” but it’s just as cordial (and
probably safer).
This invitation is a standing one for all you

(and I use the word loosely) culture-starved guys
and gals. However, it especially goes for the last
week-end of April and the first one in May. This is
when the Players give their third, final and best play
of the season. It’s called “Squaring the Circle” and

deals with two young Communist couples who try to
make one room into two apartments and live together
as good Communists should. The play promises to
be a real hilarious bit and we're looking forward to
seeing you there.

leading man got there, but — no suit. If it had been
anything but a dress rehearsal — — — |!
The members of the Player’s club also take
charge of lighting, sound, publicity, costumes, ete.
There is something for everyone to do and for anyone who is interested in any phase of theatre. Being
a member of the Players means a lot of work, but it
means a lot of fun, too.
There are the parties held after every play, between plays, during plays and whenever there’s a

good excuse for one (and sometimes when there
isn't a good excuse for one). We have our Christmas

Banquet and our Spring Banquet. We make up a
party and go to see a play, a movie, or the opera.
The people who belong to Player’s club have a

lot of fun, but they work hard, too. Being in a play
means giving up two or three evenings a week and
every Sunday during rehearsal. It means giving up

Don't wait till then to visit the Players though.

two or three week-ends when the play is given. We

Any time you happen to be in the Union (or walking
past if youre a non-Union member) and see a Player

work hard and we like to show off when it comes
time to put on our play. That’s why we want you,
every one of you to come see us. You don’t have to

there, ask him or her to show you around. We'll be
more than glad to do it, for we're proud to show off
our little theatre.

Little is describing it mildly. The Players have
an arena style theatre which means that the audience
sits on all four sides and the play goes on in the

middle. The audience practically becomes part of

the cast for theyre only about five feet away. And
believe me, a number of the cast have become part
of the audience. The cast must take their places at
the beginning of acts and scenes in total darkness and

believe us or anyone else when you hear that we
really put on good plays. But you can’t argue about

it until you've seen us. So why not come?
As one Brother said, “I never knew what these
kids could do until I happened to come over here to

one of their plays. Now I wouldn’t miss one.” We
cant guarantee that you'll never miss one of our
plays after the first ones, but we won’t be surprised

to hear you tell us so.
—Prccy HAtey.

more than one member has ended up in someone’s lap.
However, this only adds to the spirit of adventure
and I think you would agree that arena theatre is a
lot of fun.
There are a lot of angles to putting on any play
and a few new ones when it is done in arena style.

There is the problem of getting scenery changed
between scenes and acts. One man said he enjoyed

seeing this as much as he enjoyed the play. The
person in charge of scenery must see that every
chair, table and stand are placed in exactly the proper

position. Every piece of furniture must go on or off
as quickly as possible between scenes without taking
any members of the audience or their heads along.

The person in charge of props has an even better
time. She must make sure that the proper piece of
equipment gets in the proper booth at the proper
time. If it isn’t there, chances are that someone will
walk on stage holding thin air instead of a vase of
flowers. I remember once when a leading man had
to go off and change during a scene. So the suit had
to be at a certain place before the scene began. The
April, 1955

RAMBLINGS
@ What to write? It’s eleven o'clock P.M. three

days after the deadline, and patient Brother Tom
still needs “just nineteen more lines of copy.” Besides
the hour and my fast closing eyelids, the typewriter
keys are sticking on every other letter, and, in general,
it’s “just one of those times.” Well, what’s the sense
of complaining? On with the article.
If I were talented, I could whip up a clever

poem or some witty piece with no trouble at all, but
the situation being what it is, here I sit. Well, there’s

nothing like trying. Here we go:
When you're so tired you're seeing double,
Deadlines and writing are nothin’ but trouble!!
Coeds’ Corner is haunting you madly,
And everything’s going so badly,

Why not stop and throw in the sponge?
But somehow you can’t take that plunge,
For no matter how awful it seems

It will all soon be part of your dreams.
—A. F.
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Random

Remarke eae

by J. Matthew Haley

Starting this month in the Ex-

ponent, an interminable series of
bringing to light all that is pompous, dull, mean, lackluster, inefficient, pedestrian, shameful, illegal,
obnoxious, cruel, vain, malevolent,
sinful, shocking, reprehensible, in-

sipid, disgusting, or abominable.
*

*

*

I. The Classics Revisted
Tom Swift and His Electric
Grandmother
Rangoon! —a name to conjure
with. Crossroads of the Orient,
fabled pleasure-dome of the exotic
East; peopled by sinister sabatours,
glamorous Mati Haris, tatooed seamen, and skulking denizens of the
city’s groping underworld. An incongrous although well-clad figure

To a person with

“Well, Mr. Sangfroid, how do

imagination, Rangoon is best likened to Newport, Kentucky, or Atlantic City at low tide.

ed upon it.

you like Rangoon? You've been

No broad concourses,
enues of Rangoon, but
winding streets filled with
hawking their wares. At

the avnarrow,
peddlers
strategic

points around the city are spotted
Buddhist Temples and Coca-Cola
signs. This decor is carried out

throughout Rangoon. Everywhere
the cultures of the East and the
West rub elbows, as in the street
called Crooked which runs from
the Shaoy Pagoda to the Leow’s
Rangoon, where, at the time of our
story, an American motion picture

(with Burmese subtitles) is playing. From the Shaoy Pagoda, atop
a hill which commands a view of
the city, we can just make out the

here two weeks now, I guess you've
had a chance to look the town
over.”
“Is it only two weeks, Clyde? It
seems like two eternities.”
“I know how you feel, sir. I despised this place when I first was

here. I was always promising myself that someday I’'d make it home

to Brooklyn. But this place grows
on you after a while, like a fungus,
I guess. You must be here on bus-

iness; anybody who would come
here for a holiday is out of his
skull.”
“I'm here on a personal matter,
Clyde. My father, Edgar Sang-

froid, you may have heard of him,

was lost at sea when the family

against a background is Arthur

marquee of the theatre
— “After-

Sangfroid, junior partner of the
Wall Street firm of Lockstock and
Barrel. Playboy, man-about-town,

noon in Algiers,” starring Piper
Debbie and Rock Bottom.

body was never recovered. When

To travel from the Pagoda to

included that I should track down
a brother of my father in order

connosseur, bon vivant, raconteur,

the toast of two continents, Arthur
bids fair to cut a swath in Asia,
also. Being an eligible and reasonable bachelor in Rangoon puts
Arthur in great demand to fill a
place at every diplomatic reception, thus he is caught up in the
social whirl of the great city.
But what mysterious mission has
brought Arthur Sangfroid to Rangoon.
Leaving Arthur and his Secret
in the bar of the Rangoon Hilton,
where we can easily find them
again, it behooves us, as strangers,
to acquaint ourselves with Ran-

goon and its environs. And what
a treat we have in store! The
scenic grandeur of this noblest of

the theatre, as any tourist is wont

to do, one must take time to visit
the premier attraction of the city,
the open marketplace. Here the
heart and soul of Burma is exposed for all the world to see. Here
among the native shops, the Owl
Drug stores, the Radio-Dispatched
ricksha stands, the opium dens, the
peddlers hurling invective in a
dozen tongues, the real flavor of
Burma is found.
But in our fascination we must
not forget Arthur, whom we left in

a bar, where (we might add in
all fairness) he is not totally out
of his element. But today the
usually gay young man is unseem-

cities is worthy of veritable moun-

ingly morose, his visage beclouded
by a matter of some great import,

tains of poetic praise, which, un-

known only to himself. Clyde, the

accountably, have not been lavish-

barkeep, speaks —
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yacht sank off Madagascar; his
the will was read, the stipulations
to collect my inheritance. It seems
rather silly but my lawyers tell me
that I must make an attempt in
good faith to find the old bird. I
never laid eyes on him in my life,
in fact I never knew he existed.
My father never spoke of him.”

“A funny business — I mean odd,
Mr. Sangroid. You think your uncle
is here? In Rangoon?”
“Another Scotch, Clyde. Yes, a
private detective that I hired in
New York gives me to believe that

the object of my quest is here. But
so far no luck.”
“Well, that’s the way it goes, Mr.
Sangfroid.”
“That’s the way, indeed, Clyde.”

(to be concluded
)
(Turn to Page 25)
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ON AND OFF CAMPUS
(Continued from Page 2)
410 chapels and churches. Schools
number 58 with an enrollment of
8,063, staffed by 50 nuns and about
100 lay brothers and lay teachers.
Nuns operate two hospitals and six
health centers.
*

*

%

The Hungarian Reds offered to
let Cardinal Mindszenty out of jail
if he would give up his duties as
a bishop and live as a simple

priest. He refused. This refusal has

to “Free themselves from religious
errors.”
Father says he does not know
how many Catholics there are in
Russia. Before the Revolution in
1917 there were an estimated eight
million. In the Soviet Union the
largest group of religious believers
is the Russian Orthodox Church.
On big feast days he has seen large
numbers of them attending church.

recently ousted from Moscow after

Jain for the foreign colony. In an
exclusive article for the Catholic
press he wrote that the change in
power in Russia is unlikely to make
a change for religious freedom
there. Communism is atheistic and
no matter who is in power he is

expected to extirpate “Religious

“All right, Bob, shape up here.
Let’s go over to the parish house
and see if we can straighten things
out.”
Father McMann helped Bob to
his feet.

“Hmm! Your blood isn’t doing
much for the varnish on this pew,”

superstitions.”

he said smiling. “Let’s go now.”

He said if there will be a rapproachment between Communism and Christianity it will come
only after Communists quit pretending that Communism is a religion and looks upon it as a social
and economic system.

At the side exit Father threw
the masterswitch. Only the tiny
candle flame in the red sanctuary
lamp pierced the gloom of the
church. The darkness was all
around him now, uncompromising

The last November decree of
Nikita Khrushchev, the first secre-

move inside himself.

tary of the party —the key power
post in the party
— Father Bissonette says should not be interpreted
as a let-up in war on religion. He
actually called for an increase in
this propaganda that is anti-re-

ligious. He told the Communists

and unfriendly. Bob even felt it
Father McMann locked the mas-

sive oak door and helped Bob
through the arcade to the door of
the parish-house kitchen.
“The housekeeper has gone for
the evening, and Father Bates is

probably in his room. We can have

to quit ridiculing religion and to
place the propaganda on a more

the kitchen all to ourselves. Here
. sit down.” Father McMann

scientific basis. The secretary says
the way to bring people around to
Communism is by educating them

pulled out a chrome kitchen chair.
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“I was shot.”

Father McMann dropped slowly into a chair opposite Bob. “Shot?

How? Who shot you?”
“Father, I can’t think. I don't
even know what I did. Things just
seemed to happen, and I was in

the middle of everything.”

A MISTAKE

helped to increase what is practi(Continued from Page 5)
cally the Cardinal's legendary prestitge among the Hungarians. ReTears streamed down Bob’s face
ports tell us that the Church in
and mingled with the sweat. He
Hungary is totally in chains. The
cried against the pew in front of
bishops and the priests cannot act
him, his arm dangling limply at
freely and an officer stays around
his side.
the residence of the head of the ©
Hungarian hierarchy checking his
“Yes, Father . . . I am in trouble
mail and censoring his statements.
... It’s a mistake, a crazy mistake.”
Bob wiped his face on his sleeve.
*
*
*
“I didn’t want to go, Father .. .
Father George Bissonette was
Now this... .”

he spent two years there as chap-

Bob raised his green eyes, now
dull and tired. Father McMann
looked very sympathetic, the way
he always looked whenever someone came to him in trouble.

“Now, tell me what happened ...

I mean about your shoulder.”

“Well, what was it?”

“A holdup.”
“You? Bob Carson in a holdup?”
“Please, Father, don’t start that
model student stuff. I can’t take it
now. Just call a doctor and let’s
forget about the whole thing.”
“It's not as easy as that, Bob.
You know I'll have to call the

police and tell them.”
“No, Father! You can’t! What'll
my folks say when they find out?
And the kids at St. Mark’s? Can't
we just call the doctor for now?”
“The doctor has to report every
gunshot wound he treats. The police will find out sooner or later.”
Bob looked at Father McMann.
He wanted to say again and again
that it was a mistake . . . to make
him understand that he really hadnt wanted to do it. But somehow,
he knew it wouldn’t matter. It was
too late for that now. No matter
how he reasoned and twisted the
events, they came out the same.

A car. Yes, Marty had said he
needed a car. He listened too long
to Marty. He was a student council
president. Students were accustomed to listening to him. But

Marty had made him seem insig-

nificant, unimportant, but he really
wasn't. He was a student council

president . . . a “big wheel” as
Marty had put it. Bob looked at
his class ring with the seal of St.
Mark the Evangelist. He thought
of his parents and the kids at St.

Mark’s. Yes, it was a mistake.
Outside, the wind was howling

and

hurtling

the

rain

it

had
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brought against the kitchen win-

dows. Through the parted curtains
Bob could see the rain stream like
tears down the window. For some
time he hadn't felt the pain in his
shoulder, but now, as he tried to
move his arm, it raged through
again. A shuddering sigh forced
itself through Bob’s stiffened lips.
“Call the doctor, Father .. .
And the police.”

CAUSE FOR JOY
(Continued from Page 7)
We have a wonderful heritage of
hope that is undimmed by martyrdom, whether it be by Tyburn or
Mexican Calles, by Russian Tyranny or Spanish Civil War. With
God’s grace in our souls we should
be able to recognize God’s will in

the trying circumstances of our

lives and sing alleluia. There will
be unsolved problems in our daily
routine, but let us tolerate them

while we sharpen our pencils to
work out a solution.
By remembering that the Gospel

was one of great joy and good tid-

ings, the Apostles on Pentecost appeared as men who had imbibed
too much wine. St Paul almost
monotonously insists that his followers should rejoice, but according to the standards of the modern
weeping wall they had little to be

happy about with persecution and
even death lurking behind corners.

Dead-end frustration is a very
dangerous state of mind because of

the total absence of joy and fortitude in that mental complex. We
Christians do not worship suffering; we worship a God suffering,
and that is a tremendous differ-

ence. No right thinking person will

them. Luxuriating in gloom and
sorrow has been one of the favorite

occupations of young people. The
tender, tear-jerking death of Beth
in Little Women has been for almost a hundred years one of the
favorite passages with readers.
Francois Mauriac says: “How
strange it is that especially when
we are young the temptation to
despair assails us. It is when we are
twenty that we shed the bitterest
tears.” The novelist and college
professor, Helen C. White comments on the fact that sophomores
in her composition classes want to

kill off the leading character in
their stories. The juniors let him
live, but suffering long drawn-out
agonies. The seniors say it might
be all right to let the chief actor
have normal family relationships,
have normal human problems, have
a normal state of health, and live
on a normal street.
Of course there is sin and suffering. The sign of the Christian life

is the sign of the Cross but the sign
of the Cross is the sign of our salvation. The Lord did not minimize.

How starkly realistic is “Blessed
are they that suffer persecution

for justice sake. Blessed are ye
when they shall revile you and

persecute you, and speak all that
is evil against you, untruly, for my
sake: Be glady and rejoice for your
reward is very great in heaven.”
Yes, they are all there: brainwashings, firing squads, racial injustice, and all the accumulated
horrors of man’s inhumanity to
man. But do not deny the blessed;
if you do, you call Christa liar.

PLEA FOR THE SANE
(Continued from Page 13)
Prescott wrote one of these, The

Christ insists that we must carry

persecution

The friends of God should not
look unhappy, should not be unhappy. If they are, there is something radically out of order with
Page 22

deeds of thrilling stature. H. F. M.
Man on a Donkey, the story of the

under

Henry

ola). Mr. de Wohl can write a
rattling fine story.
Some of the old war books like
The Naked and the Dead and
From Here to Eternity just about
went the limit in picturing cynicism, dissatisfaction and a very un-

complimentary view of the American soldier and his ideals. Recent-

ly, however, we find some books
reversing the balance by showing
the United States fighting man as
brave and devoted to his calling.

Perhaps the Caine Mutiny began
this movement and it has been continued in Dodson’s Away All Boats,
Uris’ Battle Cry and Ellisberg’s
Mid Watch. We do not expect
novelists to depict our soldiers as
knights in shining armor, but we
do not want them to be depicted
as conglomerations of failings and
faults.
Human doggedness, courage and
perseverance are seen in the vicarious thrills we get from such books

as The Conquest of Everest by Sir
John Hunt and Of Whales and Men

by R. P. Robertson. The fact that
the reading public is showing much
interest in books about whales and
mountain climbing may mean that
they are tired of the unheroic and
are looking for the sane and the

heroic. Yes, if the reading public
seems now to be partial to characters who strive after some worthwhile objective in life, may we
hope that writers, especially novel-

ists, will decide to write about
heroes, about the sane and the
heroic, and not about those who
are “deliberately unheroic?”

LORD IS RISEN

believe that the question of pain
will admit of a simple solution. But
the Christian who recalls that
our cross and likewise do penance,
also remembers that He said some
things about the sparrows and the
lillies and the hairs of our heads.

Golden Thread (St. Ignatius Loy-

VIII.

Charles A. Brady treats of the same
period in his fictionalized life of

St. Thomas More, Stage of Fools.
A whole series of novelized lives
of some saints was written by
Louis de Wohl: The Restless Flame

(Continued from Page 3)
art the Conqueror of death and
Hell, and I love Thee because
Thou hast first loved me and showered so many favors on me, because Thou art my greatest Bene-

factor, my highest and only Good.
In the days after the Resurrection Jesus appeared to the disciples
on the way to Emmaus, to the

(St. Augustine), The Quiet Light

Apostles in the Upper Room, to

(St. Thomas Aquinas), and

the Apostles fishing in the sea of

The
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Tiberias, to Mary Magdalen, to the
Holy Women, to Thomas and the
other Apostles and, of course, to
His Blessed Mother. There is no
record in the Gospel of Christ’s
appearance

to

His

Mother

but

saints like St. Augustine, St. Greg-

ory and St. Anselm teach that
Christ first appeared to Mary, His
Mother. She said to St. Brigid in
a vision: “My Son appeared to me
and consoled me, saying that He
would ascend to Heaven in a visible manner. And although this has
uot been recorded, because of my

humility, it is true that He appeared to me first.”

FIFTY GOLDEN YEARS
(Continued from Page 9)
boy is too intelligent to become a
teaching Brother.’ I should hardly

think such an objection were possible were it not for the fact that

I recently heard a plea made

hood and the religious life increased.
The young aspirant to one of the
teaching Brotherhoods who has
heard that the vocation of a teaching Brother is a special call is quite

naturally confused when he hears
that the Brother's calling is only a

half-way step in God’s service. To

UNITED STATES

clear up this muddle let us listen
to a Franciascan priest, Father
Claude Kean, writing in the Janu-

(Continued from Page 11)

ary 1946 issue of The Priest: “This

vocation (of the teaching Brothers) is as distinct as our own (the
Priest’s). Men do not choose to be
Brothers; they are chosen by God

for that role. Frequently from their
earliest years, the Brotherhood attracts them. They do, indeed, possess the physical, mental and moral
fitness for the priesthood
—as, for

that matter, do many lay folk; but
they lack that first of all vocational
determinants, the desire for the
priesthood. Their articulate insistent call is not to the sancutary, but

against a boy’s vocation on this
ground. How could any human

to the Catholic school-room. They

intelligence be too fine to be consecrated to God in the noble work
of making men of our boys. Is any

rifice, but the Christ of the Temple

ability too fine that we expect of
the teachers in our high schools
and colleges?”
Another false idea about the
teaching Brothers is that being a
Brother is just a half-way position
in the service of God. One young
man was told: “Jack, it is like this.

If you become a Brother you are

serving God fifty per cent, but if
you enter the priesthood you are
serving God one hundred per cent.”
Naturally Jack wondered about his
mother and the good Sisters who

could not become priests. What
per cent were they serving God?
Increase in the number of vocations to the teaching Brotherhood

does not necessarily bring about
a decrease in the number of vocations to the priesthood. Father

Kirsch in the article quoted above

writes that a venerable ecclesiastic
connected for many years with

would imitate not Christ of the

Upper Room, offering mystical sac-

Portico, teaching daily.”

Brother Albert Wehrle has been
this kind of a man, a teaching Bro-

ther, for fifty years. God bless him
and reward him for it. You all
know his brother William, head of
the Department of English, another teaching Marianist Brother.
They have two sisters that are nuns
in Pittsburgh and their dear old
mother is still living, blind these

many years but happy and resigned to God’s holy will.

To our golden jubilarian we offer
our congratulations for his fifty

years in the noble cause of Catholic education, and we ask our
Blessed Mother, to whom he has
dedicated his religious life, and
her Divine Son to shower down on
him many blessings during the remaining years that will be his here
below and to give him a crown
that is reserved for those who instruct others in the ways of God.

that when the Brothers taught the

And to you, our young college
men, if you do not feel that desire

seventh and eighth grade boys the

for the Brotherhood that Father

Catholic grade schools maintained

number of vocations to the priest-

April, 1955

pray much and often that the Lord
will send many young men and
women into the ranks of the religious orders. The harvest is great,
pray that the Lord send many
laborers into the vineyard.

Kean spoke about, we ask you to

in peace-making endeavors, is not
a sufficient reason to neglect the
UN, particularly when the alternate is certain war.

The surrender of the sovereignity
of the American Constitution to

the UN Charter today is premature
and simply folly. Such a conces-

sion may be made someday, but
the Charter must attain a status
much superior to its present situation before our sovereignity can
be given up, at least as regards
the rights of our citizens. The
United States, thus, has another
stake in the world organization;
that of seeing that the United
Nations becomes sufficiently capable of eventually replacing our
Constitutional guarantees. Time is

required, perhaps much time. Pressure of events might hasten world
government, or it might not; the
United States cannot merely step
back and wait.

HOME COURT
(Continued from Page 10)
Two of their three defeats were
absorbed on a neutral court, Madison Square Garden, when they
went into a sudden slump from
which they quickly recovered.
Basketball throughout the na-

tion as well as here on the Hilltop
is gaining more popularity with

every season and the elimination
of the home team having a decid-

ed advantage will project it even
further into national prominence.

Basketball today draws more spectators than any other sport and
with interest mounting from coast

to coast it is headed for many more
prosperous seasons.
—DENNIS MEYER.
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WNPUS MUIR
We wish all the readers of this
column a joyous Easter.
@ The ticker tape report from
New York:
Seen gazing at the tall structures in New York were: Butch
Rossi, Al Langan, Joe Haley, Jim
Kennedy, Bill Wittig, Sid Stansel,
Nadine Schmidt, Sarah Pfarrer,
Mary Ann Crampe, Gail Hallerman, Harry Koerner, Joyce Hagens, Al DeMatteis, Kathy Jardine,
Joannie Neuman, John Holman,
Joe Veda, and Gale Fella.
Spotted in the Garden: Betty
Miller, Dick Poeppelmeier, Don
Wess, Abby Breig, Jerry Cassidy
and brother Dave, Mary Gonzalas,
Vivian Heidenreich, Julia Lane,
Bill Thompson, Dick Kuntz, Judy

Bucher, June Ann Fasig, and Don
Stemley.
John “Patch Pockets” Coughlin
has been seen about campus sing-

ing “Some of These Days”
—by
the way, John, did you ever pay
that jay-walking ticket from the
St. Patrick’s Day Parade? Is Toni
Fussnecker going to the Plumber's

International Union Meeting? (Of
course he wears a suit on the job.
)
Jerry Faust has become interested
in a Pittsburgh “Pirate.” Does this
call for a rendition of the Bird
Call?

Others seen at “Nick’s” were
“Kat,” John Bettinger, Al Shanen,
Sue Schnur, Joan McKiernan,
Marge Butler, Jim Ducato, and
Jack Taranski.

The Student Union (Minus Mrs.
Unger) was temporarily moved to
the Paramount Lounge. Those
seen “playing” gin were Carol Oesbeck, Bud Simmons, Bud McCune,
Jerry Rhein, Al Carlini, Joy Klein,
Artie Bigelow, John Rossi, Tom
Gallagher, Jerry Werner, Jack Kosman, Tom White, Lynn Leary,
John Doyle, Jack Brune, Ace

(Toothless)Horstman, Tom Campbell, Jim LaVelle, Dave King, Denny Meyer, Joyce Blesi, Louie Vendetti, Stan Creekmoor, Jack Weisman, Don Turner, Ned Perotti,
Dick Meinhold, and Charlie Mahling.

The Caf went berserk during the
NIT. There was a TV set there
and even smoking was allowed.. .
The Monday before NIT we spot-

ted

Hans

Morabito, Shirley Bockrath, Shar-

on Nunnery, Rita Kinsella, Pat
Falke, Louis Richards, John “Nitrane” Lane, Jack Muldowney, and

Jim Vandevelde.
Page 24

Tom Westerkamp has been seen

on the tennis court. (Not much
competition, eh, Tom).
When is Pete King going to
wear the white bucks he promised

to buy?
Spring has sprung around the

campus.

Congratulations to the

newly engaged couples. Kathy Jardine and Larry Sorohan, and Flo

Luby and Bob Small.
The season has Bob Wendling

on Cloud No. 9... Also hit by
the “weather” is Bob Krueper.
New movie stars around the
campus are Katie Houldsworth
with her sun glasses — Imogene
Coca.

Can you imagine John Stapleman handcuffed . . . The Victory
Theatre is sending thank-you notes
to Russ Sweetman, Tuck Nyhan

Peggy Powers

Sie

‘¥

WorJMC

VE

ree

Those heard singing at “Sam-

mys on the Bowery” were Betty

Dick Meinhold does not have
any trouble matching wits with his
roommates. (Especially the one
who wears John Lane’s shoes, and
Artie’s shirts.

and Jan Cook

have been withholding information

carried away.

best styles. )

Podszuweit

Karen Munn purchased blue dish
towels to match the blue in Jim
“Pudge” Thompson’s eyes.

and Lloyd Root (this also includes
Bill Sanders and Bob McCarthy).

Mike Boccia was so struck by
the “Star Spangled Banner,” he was
Kay Neumann went on a shopping spree in New York. (Of
course she went shopping in her

(Hands)

around Third and Main, and he
wasn't speaking due to the uptown
traffic . . . Don Chontos and Jan
Lay have the new nicknames of
buttons and boz . . . Gene Patton
is noted for his quiet weekends
. . . We would like to tell Tony
DiSanto — that “Our
Saturday

Nights” are taken. I am_ sorry,
Tony . . . John Prosser has lace on
his pillows.

from this column. Could this information concern Ed Daley and
his crew.
Do you think Anne Flynn will
get to Mexico over Easter vacation? Does this include your brother “Pedro”?
Congratulations

go

to Marlon

Brando for winning the academy
award.

(Turn to Page 25)
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active duty. My National Service
Life Insurance premiums are being
waived while I am in uniform.
Even though I am not paying premiums, will I collect dividends on
my policy?

Veterans’

Corner
by the Editors
Question—I mailed VAa letter
applying for disability compensation, and VA sent me a form to be
filled out. Since I have been out
of service more than a year, my
compensation can be effective only
to the date I applied. Which date
will that be — the date of my letter
or the date of my formal application?
Answer—If your claim is approved,

your compensation

payments

may date back to the date your
letter was received by VA.
=

=

=

Question—I am studying for a
graduate degree under the Korean
GI Bill. I have to satisfy a foreign
language requirement, but my
school does not offer foreign language courses. May I take such a
course in a different school?
Answer
— Yes,

provided

your

school does three things: (1) certifies to VA that you are a graduate

student; (2) designates the subject

Answer—No. During the period of
waiver, GI insurance dividends are
not payable.

(Continued from Page 24)
This is a notice to Blue Grass
members, Bob Schuhmann, Bob
Montgomery and company. Although it’s warm weather, it is still
custom to wear shoes in Ohio.
Were wondering whether Paul
Litkowski ever got his job in the
publicity office.
Where does Ben Westbrock get
the money to pay for the rental
fee for the white dinner jacket
that appears semi-monthly with

him in “Spotlighting the Campus”.
Phones will be ringing, florists
will be busy; the annual Turnabout
Tag is coming April 15th. Candidates for the kingship are Todd
Egan, Steve Stewart, Jack Sallee,
Tom Volk, and a mystery candidate, known only as X.

school, and (3) agrees to allow

cS

2

Answer—There is no deadline for
applying for a death pension. However, if you apply within one year

of your husband’s death, the payments may be made retroactive to

the day following his death. If you
wait longer than one year, the payments are effective as of the date

you filed your application.
=

RANDOM REMARKS
(Continued from Page 21)
=

2

Question—I intend to file a claim
for a pension, based on the death
of my husband, a World War I
veteran. Is there any deadline for
applying?

=

Question—I am a World War II

ter Brennan, Walter Camp, Walter Alston, Sir Walter Raleigh,
Walter de la Mare, Sir Walter
Scott, Walter Reed, Walter Pidgeon, Walt Whitman, Bucky Walters, and Walt Kelly.

KAMPUS KUT-UPS

you are to take at the second
full credit for your language course
in partial fulfillment of your degree program.

form our staff of assistants. By virtue of their self-sacrificing efforts
we were able to assemble a wealth
of material into some semblance of
order. These persons includes Wal-

Eo

2S

We would like to take this op-

portunity to extend a sincere vote
of thanks to those persons who

THE BASEBALL TEAM
@ Seven lettermen form the
nucleus of Coach John Gorkis’s
1955 University of Dayton baseball team. The lettermen are pitchers Dave Jindra and Ron Greive;
outfielders Clem Chang, Bob Jacoby and Dick Miller; and infielder Paul Miller.
Other members of this year’s
varsity squad are pitchers Joseph
Desch, Michael Karpiack and
Charles Rieger; catchers Chuck
Muzio and Don Poynter; infielders
Harry Koerner, Ron Kraus, Don
Olidges, Bruce Pierce and Norman Steinke; outfielders Ed Greany, Jim Westerkamp and Robert
Williams.
There are six home games and
seven on the road. There is one
game with Miami, two with Xavier,
two with Cincinnati, two with
Wright Field, two with Wilmington, two with Ohio State JV’s, and
two with Central State.
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Vic Cassano’s & Mom Donisi’s

PIZZA HOUSE
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PIZZA the way you like it — BEER and WINES to carry out
for Orders call
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WA 7881
895 W. Schantz — Off Route 25
Southern Hills

OR 3131
3718 Salem Ave. — 4 blocks past
Miracle Lane

Open Daily 11 A. M. to 12 P. M. — Friday and Saturday, 11 A. M. to 1 A. M.

o
o
6
6
©

o>
o>
o
o
S
é
©

‘
>
©
©

veteran and I have gone back on
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Greatdayinthemowing! Flavorin a. filter cigarette |

ITS GOT
REAL FLAVOR!

Winston brings flavor back to filter smoking!
® No wonder Winston has changed
America’s mind about filter cigarettes!
Winston tastes good — like a cigarette
should! It’s got real flavor — the full,
rich flavor real smokers want. You’re
sure to enjoy Winston’s finer flavor!
® Winston also introduced a finer filter
that works so effectively, yet doesn’t

“thin” the taste. The fine tobacco flavor
comes clean thru to you because
Winstons are easy-drawing. You'll

really appreciate Winston’s finer filter!

R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co., Winston-Salem, N. C.

Smoke WINSTON the casy-draming 4Dtor cigarette!

